70                HOPES FOB THE NEW  LIFE
14, NOTTINGHAM PLACE, W., January 3rd, 1873.
DEABEST YETTA,—I seem somehow never to have told you, though the thought never leaves me hardly, how earnestly and hopefully I long for all blessings for you in this wonderful opening year. . .
But, oh 1 dear, how poor all words seem to convey even any fraction of the love and hope that gather round the thought of you. One feels as if some words of blessing and of prophecy, such as the old utter sometimes for the young, would be the fittest words that go beyond the individual sight to what must be—by the eternal laws of God—in store for you in the time to come. . . Life seems as if it were opening out for you, with such capacities for mighty good, for so much suffering for others to be borne, such a foundation of love and strength to support and guide you through it. It all looks so mysterious in its infinity of joy and pain, but all lighted into clearest certainty by the consciousness that, as it was in the beginning, is now, and so it ever shall be in the years to come. . .
Oh 1 Yetta dear, what vistas of joy seem to be opening before you in that new home which, without associations, seems already home-like, so has it grown out of all which makes a home—and the might of such a love as unites you two would make home anywhere. Work seems very beautiful ; but, after all, its real end would be best achieved if it could make such homes, such families as yours will be, holy and happy in themselves, but satisfied with no holiness of joy for itself, but subordinating all to the service of Christ's children.
It is one more of those marvellous sacrifices which have to be made continually, but which have to be made only in will, for God's best service demands that, though we are ready to resign the good thing, it should after all be retained for Him and His children to rejoice in. Thus it is for all of us with joy, with power, with many a precious thing. We give it up, and when years, perhaps, are gone, we find itself or some more precious gift our own for ever. Hold, Yetta dear, all joy thus ever as a solemn trust to be your crown for others to glory in, to bless them all with. . .
Joy is indeed His great gift. Held from Him it is quite eternal and never changes or grows dim. . . It may indeed run side by side with sorrow; yours will have even now to do this in that terrible East End ; but darling, I trust that all you have of human blessing and of heavenly hope may so help you to pass through the shows of things as to grasp the peace, if not the joy, which passeth all understanding.
I am, ever your faithful friend,
OOTAVIA HILL.